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XSi OW^ in the days of this declining age> 
When Virtfie^ Vice, unequal warfare wage ; 
When conq ring Vice, to keep his foe in cheeky 
Sets his curst heel on weeping Virtue's neck; 
When foul Depravity's the road to fajme. 
And Honesty is baniah'd hence, with shame; 
When scarce a Matesman^ our last Patriot gone> 
But lends a hand to push cmr ruin on; 
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When Wickedness^ no longer kept at foay> 

Sweteps thfd' Htfie fsfend with resistless sway ; 
• ••••• ••••• • • »•» 

•'Wfieh/t*lJe good &hVt-tead a life upright. 
You must turn hermit and avoid the sight; 
When those, who only would be good in shew. 
Are shunn'd as much as those who're redly so; 
When scarce a family from th' infection'^ free, 
( Unless we except the Royal Family ! ) 
What pow'r can urge me thus to draw my 

<juill? 
Or having drawn, can urge me to sit ttiH? 

My frtetids afarm*d, and anxious at the strife^ 
Who: JH'2€ iriy safety moiie Aan I prize life ; 
Choosii% ^ subject for my muse more fit. 
Bid me the thorny roW of satire ^uit; 
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To wake the spring they bid me yearly call, 
(Which but for poets might not wake at all) 
Or on sweet panegyric build my plan. 
And sooth some great man's wife, or some great man. 

Peace to theur fears! what servile tie shall bind 
The genuine ^rdor of the freeborn mind. 
That looks resentful on a venal state. 
With incense scorning to besiege the great; 
Rous'd at a nation's wrongs maintains her trust. 
And dares, tho* spum'd by pride and pow'r, be 

just! 
As heav'n, physicians for the health, decrees. 
So heav'n makes poets for the mind's disease; 
Bidjs them to deeds of patriot worth aspire. 
Their hearts with virtuefills— their souls with fire; 

B 3 



THE LASH, A SATIRE. 



Bids them indignant view the slightest crimes^ 
And rise triumphant in the worst of times; 
Shews where guilt, lurking, lies conceard from 

sight. 
And bids them drag the caitiff to the light; 
Exulting mark each gilded slave thdr prey. 
And arm'd with satire boldly cut their way } 

And shall the muse, to whom such powers are 
giv'n. 
Desert the sacred task impos'd by heav'n ? 
Shall she be mute, whose language oft pre- 
vails. 
When justice, law, and ev'n the gospel Mh^ 
Shall she, regardless, the foul monster spare ? 
No, she shall seek her in St. James* air ! 
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Where/from her tht one^Corruptton s^Usherdmiles^ 
The Scylla and Gharybdis of our Isles. 
No lurking Goodwins threaten herej tis true. 
But rocks more secret^ and more fatal too 
To her curst form the brarest bend the knee« 
And honor's shipwrecked^ ere he ptit^ td sea; . 
Whole crowds of vofries at her levee wait. 
Agents of deaths with Ministers of state. 
Here nursling heroes mitigle with dirlnes. 
Who dig the scriptures, with, who dig the mines; 
By thousand avenues approach the throne. 
Where sits the Sorceress with her darling son. 
Receiving cautious suppliants in the dark. 
Led in, and introduc'd by Mistress Clarke! 
All sums as presents to her shrine they bring, 
;prom whence all sorts of places in$t^nt spring ; 
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Here tiny bribes 6f tiny scoundrels heap. 
With droits of Admiralty six feet deep. 
There, Merits urging his strong claim apjpears, 
A hardy Vet'ran^ full of wounds and years; 
Tells, how by honor fir'd, by valor led. 
He fought at Dunkirk, and at Helder bled; 
^' Put up thine arm, friend, and depart this place, 
'' Seek not reward, for thine*s a hopeless case; 
*' Thy nameshall ne'er withFortune*s minions join^ 
^ Thou shew'st thy wounds, but never shew'st 

thy coin. 
*' Put up thine arm — to pain and soitow go, 
*' — ^Thy wounds thou shew'st, but, coin — thou 

can'stnot shew!" 
But, death to think ! is this true valour's meed? 
— J Britain, Britain, thou art sunk indeed ! 




Ye winds^ tbai:.oilce)fmQ^ey'ry quarter liame. 

To waft Ae ffreitntm of the Brkash name; 

^Bear net ^Kse tidiags to.a foreign ear^ 

— Or^ let /thtm: ^^^'^ ^^^ "^^^ ^>y not 4iear ! ' 

» 
Lej^inol-flfii^ foea^inflated mth their pride/ 

Point to* Qiifi sdicres^ and tauntingly deride ; 

PleasUt^ihehidd us trifiing mtk our smart; 

So fiusk'diih facej and yet so rick at hearti 

Tell theQi not how corruption^j& wizard band . 

Hath sprea4 cbntagion thro' oar bleeding hnd ; 

That viee eac^ shameless r^nk hath so crept in 

The njtian^t subject is a Vrm» in sin ! 

But what hath sunk us to this dismal state f 

What, but the toose examples of the great ? 

Th' infection flies lUce light'ning thro* the whole. 

The Ibimtain'a pokon^> and the stream runs fouI« 



8' 



THE J-ASH> A SATIRE. 



From ill examf^ our ¥)«¥St'evil&ilcM^^ -'. 
Tho' W * M>f > j n .ssf^t'- 'tis right it fifaDi^jd' Jbe ^io^^^ 
But what giBatpjoofyfroraW--^*^-^^-^^ 

Poets i0ay i^i)^ atid ^vediiineg may ijpreacfa^ 
Better ihan l^ojih/will sagerexaiflple teachv 
Can Vie see grandkiir wahtoti uncontrcAPd^ 
Yet fdndiy thinks otir sifiiple wives will hold ^ 
Can we behxdd some do]t thrust into iife,i ! . 
(Whose only riuerit is' an active wife,) : . . . 
Great with jiis Prince; in some aits^ictoiB ham. 
By prostitution climb to wealth and pow% 
Yet proudly see new honors pouring in, . * ; 
And ev-n endure a pension for the sin ? 

Oh-! Jnvenal, hadst thou a Briton been^ : ^ 
And seen the villainies these eyes have seen^ 
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How put^^ to th«6f had d^6m*d Rothe'i^foiiltst age! 
How uirfeseiH^fiig thy immdrtal rage ! 
Herd h^dslt tteii Witnessed, shudd'riiig at fhesight/ 
ten thousaiiduhoisdimd vtoes bright to lights 
While thrice . thtt nttiaber .h/ ccmceard in 

Seeri ^H: things in this .tnottrd ci tj /^dj ; .. ; 
E*en sacted functions truck 'd for dirtj goldl 
Seen stafftesmen riot at thfe publkicxttt^ i 
And Prifioe^ to 4U> ^nte of viritid lost ; i i ^ 
Seed duHeSp. sndf connis; atid lordflS^'itnUs^tilm^ 

unitei 
6ome tvgetd^ttfil^ knd jloiil^> (btiaH tdtils'l) "to 

fights* ' . . / • :rj 

Seen ^I lAltig^ i^fled iVom theis pfoj^et plttttB^ 
Men tneasuriAg hees and' women riding iiacei^ 
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$een shallow Generals sacrifice our forces^ 
And Peers ^ssemblej but to pass divorces; 
Seen a brave people, by hafsh laws oppressed, ' 
Despis'd> insulted, han»s'd,«and d!$tJ:ess'd; 
vSeeh, what thine heart had trendbPd tobehold^ 
Seen freedom bartered for a scoundrel's gold ! 
Seen-— but could thy great soul see half our 

crimes, 
Couldst thou but cast a glimpse. upon our times. 
Back to the;grave thou wouldst i^treat in scom> 
And thank the gods thou wert a Romaji born ! 

Tho'. vice at Rome in raftk luxuriaiioe grew^ 
¥ov each example we can furnish two. 
Behold his Grace^ on life's last hobbling i^tage^ 
The spectre grim of infaniy and age ; 
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So foul a sight the tottering carrion shewis;, 

To pass his Gra^e I always hold my nose. 

With parts like His, where wealth and pow'r con*' 

tend. 
Need Britain droop, can Britain want a friend f 
In deeds like his since lords and dukes excel, . 
Ye gods! how rank nohility can smell ! 

How do I smile contemptuous to behold, 
A splendid tribe in folly's list enrolFd ! 
In ev'ry point i^uch slender worth evince. 
Courtiers that ape the honor of a prince. 
Who, whilst they cling like filth about my pen. 
Yet pjps upon the world foi* gentlemen,. 
When 'tis as plain their very pimps can claim 
As fair a title, to that generous name ; . 
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'Mongsit boiieat mtm would bear as good report^ 
Had but Ihe lueky cur9 been bred at court. 
The court ! blest place^ that name if I profane. 
May I ne'er read a birthi-day ode again 1 
Let folly there be»* numerous sons befriend. 
And pride and mea»nes$ h^r light steps attend^ 
There be the foes poro^estof worth aadsense^ 
Soft lisping love, and full blown impudence; 
Let smooth- tongue'd flattery o'er ekch breas( 

preside^ 
And crouch, and fawn to lick the foot of pride I 
From seeds like these what prodigies may 

spring. 
What honesstt servanti for some future king } 
Fir'd at the thought to distant days I see^ 
And tear the^ veil from dark ftiturity, • 
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In hips behold his father'^ glories i^hine^ 

And' all the virtues of th' Ixxtrsmous Li^b! 

To gAin his love^ 'npngst hottest pocfs what 

strife, ' 

One yields a daughtei^^ and one lends a wife! 
Officious CAiHae^^Yi and C«i«Mg nrn. 
To pour sweet incense to the Rising Suo«. ' 
Those great state priests/who, like the priesti^ of 

yore, 
from brazen Inngs emit their holkw kxr^; 
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Save, that <xir priests, with more abundant love. 
Deal oracles from'George, instead of Jove ! 
Such traits as thesfe^ the muse reluctant draws. 
Of prbces careless of her just applause : 
With pain she sees proud vice exalt her head. 
And deeply musp? on the days long fled. 
Why dost thou, histVy, to our minds impart^ 
Those Iscenes of old that captivate the heart ? 
When our black Edward in his bright career. 
Made Cressy reel with his victorious spear ? 
Or when fifth Marry, rising in his might. 
Like a young lion 'jous'd, sprungTofth to fight? 
« And bade his little daring bands advance 
To tear the lilies from the heart of France ? 
Whilst his proud foes stood trembling with alarm. 
Or shrunk <^onfounded from his lifted arm^ 
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That bore laloft^ resplendent on bisshield^ 
The bluijhiDg honors of a well-^fought field ! 
Ardent for praise^ andjiaiitirig high for laine> ^ 
A British prince was then a glorious names 
The consciptiii pepple his dbesert ipprov'd^ - I 
With reverence looking to the man they Jov^d; . . 
In distant prospect saw new virtues spring, ! 

And hail'd a father in a future king ! > 

But peace to princes, let them safely feign. 
My sufF'ring' Country asks a harsher strain r 
To folly peace, and let her cap and bells^ . 

Grace, the stnooth brow of her dear son L s > 

Let grave divinity, secure of heav*n. 

Count o'er his grains^ and work one day in Seven: 
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let him Jif peace^ bk i^dnsftotsktmb^ns take^ 

I'ill rodsfd J3iy:icUTei]tfetbodi£M hd Wdkie I 

Wakei like a dmnlGard/in:a:had()t'i» be4, 

To find iinnnoneysipd his migtr«s8 fled ; 

Let Law disrtortai, impi|deht; and hplA, 

Fronisadri^jiittfM a due <|iistdnce h^^Id. 

Should so^e^ait^ BiAi>^ whom freedatos {artA 

delij^fS/^ 

Stand forth the champion of the people's 

rights; 
Whose hMeM pen thro^hcr dark mazes rtins. 
Probing ^6 sleeping conscience of her soii^; 
Let i^ofir ib fkmn oi G-^s^ fai& siin^ iispemt. 
And make a libel of plain common sense ; 
With thoughts^dTseifriinpoTtancelifted htgfb/.. 
Tfinmphiht rktos o'er a mangled gy t > 
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Lelpc«ulatifmbaldl)rgft&i&vreiicb> .i 
Nor JQilure fdftp ti^fiiiafr Y'Mi) «nA ghiera^ 
let Y^k vntiti^ biei^ ttifliiitain » ifariving tmi^ 

Tin the whole (!;!ou]itry in one cry. WkUei 
And emse th^ 49f Im &S)iW& toai ibli^ f 

And keep a safe riniebt at K|i4Mr;^^ ' ^^ 
There iii juyahde itbfoui b^kl immnrd^ ' > r : i 
To .dieait itsr Btarvinil <hrediecQn^ianii!e j ' 
Till Honor; UbAUg ixthedeii^ cxdatim;, ' 
Till PoWiP turn wratl^ «n4 f rhrilci^eciy, tfrtzmi/ 

Lelthih«^«ftmo«,taf<%;kAawBry, db»r. 
Whom heat's Infe fteoM^ flry &r «A>9ve f)^spltei«:> 
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And whom, if heSav'nwill&ear their fcrventprayer, 
H^Ying> fxtkw plflG'd, will-always Arcep. them there, 
Let th^ae and more; whom -loould ti^^fy^ wjth e^se^ 
Make laws, promote; and^ swindle whom th^y .. 
please. ^.- ••'. .:! , . ^rf; ''.7 

Such bfe*§;i'tis true, ciurjust contempt «3Biate,L. i. 
Nor are for satires graver task too light ; 
But when ■ the honest mweaveils.herjet^; '* i 
Toscenesof^Ia^^l^eil^iceand infamy^ ^ .. jv ^ 
Swift thro' Jier veins the! Uodd indi^ni^ flows;:.. 
Her pale ch^ek reddensj and tier bosom .glows ; 
Nor lives that pow'r on earth jihaJl dare conti'bl 
The generous pkgw:%itxdlix{g in her soul!. 

Souls of our fethers/lwhiwe illustrious fame 
$urvives^ the gl(iry of tfie>patr^t name. 
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Ye^ in whose breasts^ if one kind feding strove 
Above the rest, it was your Country's love; 
Who joy*d to see her lift her prosperous head, 
Ihmxmly suffering, when your England bled ; 
How would you stand, with" horror and amaze. 
Could lydu behold the patriots of these days t 
This puny i^ce, the slaves of low-bred vice. 
These patriots only with a girl and dice ! 
Who fly the labors of a sinking state> 
(Their Country trembling on the verge of fate,) 
To mix with bullies in a friendly ring. 
And learn the noble art of pummelling; 
Wheve oaths and blasp'hemies assail.the ears. 
From well-assembled mobs of brutes and peers! 
Henceforth our nobks* ttiumphs we shall see. 
Full well embIa2on*d by theiip company, 
n 8 
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VfiitM djeedsnew work for hmraUry nSkmis^ 
— Two bbody faruisetsin a — Field of Locdil 

Shainc^ sfaatneon ibosevAo $tich lairafta|pimue^ 
Yetdnin th' assistance to thtw Coostrjr doe ^ 
Whojvhileis&teMfatefsiBd llifeat*mogft>esoppms^ 
Pleadi^ lUte aa aged parent in diistreaB; 
Oh! that her children^ Varm'd with generous 

firca. 
Would emulate tiie 9^tion9 of their 8ires> ^ 
And sacrifice to virtue vtith tj»t gust 
They no\^ 9tfM^ 4own to luxury a94 lust ! 
Then.mighi we tmmph i» ^.^ifowipg fame^ 
And ftoixdfy to Uie :wQif4Vii}g world e^Fplajo)^. 
With rival ttdimsk mpwJQg at our l^9>. . - 
—'' We atitt^re BritoM asd^y^^M 8T«at||" 
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Bat where i? Britain now ?«-ris thb the climi^ 
That bpr^.suc^ honest men ii) ancient Iwe f 
Where foul corruption like a torrent n%n$ ! 
— ^Britain^ Qur niotber-^but are we hfi ^om ? 
Aiil hefd not tho$^ who on di$ti)es can thrivct. 
Ai^ Btrugg^lj^ hacd to J^^ep our pangs aUv^: ; 
With silken sQsi]U&a;)4 plaui^iyf tpBgMfes w)io telU 
— Bec9W9 ikefi )thri verr that Hfiofffaiui too is w^ll 
Curse on th$ wPnster wealthy that proudly sees 
Our virtues s)ajbke|i> ai>d oi^r. crimes iacre^el 
What hellish magic centers in the name^ 
.Ti^at niep should siacrificean honest fame^ 
To see their deeds with infamy epipo^ird^ 
And pawn theip Cwmry fq? $|ie «5*« afigold? 
Who coi^ lielie^ye that Jl^mp's JUuiitf ttiis .taqe 
Was sunkisQ deep in vicSiisfi Ifs^l tic^ grgcci, j . . 
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To cherish wretches^ that, with lawless sv^y, 
Plunder'd the people, yet received their pay? 
Who cot&Id believe that her imperial state, 
Renown'd for wisdom^ and rever*d as great. 
Should let such filching knaves escape the laws. 
From justice shield, and crown them with applause! 
Did hot example^ in these precious times^ 
Give daily proof of men, so vers'd in crimes> 
To Roman arts and villainies so prone; 
They dignify Rome's vices by their own ! 

With arts like these, — ^hold muse, thy rage re- 
strain. 
Nor let their names thy honest page profane. 
Ev'n He, thro' age now verging to decay. 
Matured in fraud, and infamously grey! 
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That Sgiot n.spftiiK but viUain ^t the com. 
As many ai^ upetart .wretch has been befme, . 
Like tbeiA on Vice relying fSnr support, ! * 
Like them :too, finding her caress'd at.court. 
His pilfering crimes we justly damn to fatne. 
But thro' mere detestation, sink the. name t 
Yet thanks to mature, who^ in th^ae stralnge days. 
Her shoajfi of villains with regret surveys. 
And glad to shc^w indulgence where she can. 
Still sprinkles, l^ere ^nd tbcu'e zn honest maii.r > 
Accuse not her , of pne .unJ4^i3^ decree, . , , . ; ; 
'Tis thejilt^/or^wn^, is jnj^?*]t;^:©ot sfte^ i . ' 
She knoiys, whenlif^red iq. fheit. Country's ca^se. 
How many scoundrels one true P^riot awes; 
For tweptyi p— r-Si ^he by jtk^nce lets fal^ 
She givesj one W^t^l* wbOrWtweighs th^mrtdL 
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Why made she Mo£pa^ mhom all lasafttf tadoi^ > 
— She made to mghy J ■ i *i . .<; ;bcfe|^; - 
That gallant man> wlib^ i^tm to bo^ a sftmi 
So longf as Briliam hmrnie Tight to )E;ave ; • 
Ordaintd the:blemt)gofaLfttlure reign, ^" 
IfeverBfiiaJfiiAalt'bd^U^i^stitv. ^ 
N<w coQtd I isbf r«h!i ^dwtf nify tagged laysy 
And chasge my notiA of scorn to notes of praise; 
' With Media's virtues thtese bfant Knes infdse: 
Could I <^mmand tfie panegyric mii&e. 
Honour andWorth ^ith pure delight should staildf 
And guide the faithful pencH in my hand; 
Tak Freedom, proud to see thehrfatdrs gfOw/ * 
Breathe o'er the whole a patriotic gfow jw 
Time, passing onwarif, point the fofirt iHMeyf, ' 
AndfFIattery— blush to find the pictaWtrticiR " 
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Oh wert thou plac'd o'er Erin's hardy sons. 
To stem the tide where disaffection runs ; 
Her suiTring sons, with cruel stripes ipade sore, 
— ^A hard-us'd nation, ever brave and poor ! . 
Thy just decrees should break oppression's rod. 
And cleanse the bloody marks where C— — n trod: 
No dark intriguing statesman left to dread, 
Erin at length might lift her drooping head; 
Might lookcdisdainful on each tyrant plan, 
Rais'd by the wisdom of one virtuous maii. 
Where is St. Vincent, too, that honest tar. 
Who purchased glory in the wat'ry war ? 
Who fought his Country's battles on the main. 
Came home, and nobly brav'd her foes again ; 
To foul corruption's dark retreats made way, ' 
And dragg'd the teeming monster into day ? 
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With grief he §aw his just endeavours fail^ 
For how could one against a ht>^ prevail ^ 
Some future day h^ patriot toil may blessi 
And crown his arduous labours with success; 
Some fviure dayi — for tho' with ag? o'er 

spreadj 
The snow of yes^rs has settled on his head ; 
To him his Country turns a wistful eye. 
Old as he is, St. Vincent must not die. 
Till with as brave a heart, and stedfast mind. 
He leaves one honest as himself behind. 

With men like these to purge our sickly state. 
Shall not corruption tremble at her fate i 
And tyranny of half its force be reft, 
A Wardle, Whitbread, and a Folkstone left? 
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it shall.— Tho' $atire edge the poet's hy^. 
Should Candor point some object worthy praise^l 
Base is the hedrt> and tuneless be the tongue^ 
That hears her voice, yet leaves such worth unsung. 

If talentl^ eminent, with tnaftly sense. 
If pritate virtue boa^ the least pretence 
To just esteem J— if honor fire the blood> 
And make one feel/as ez^^^Briton should; 
If spotless character respect acquire^ 
Which e'en his proudest enemies admire i 
If public favo^ by good actions gotj 
Which Home tiieM live to see, and Pawll iHoM 

not; 
If with a brave contempt for sowlid pelf. 
Where low of viftue tops the love of self,* 
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If love of honesty^ arid love of laws. 

And love of freedom in an honest cause^ 

Or, should some desperate knaves attempt her 

fall/ 
The love of Britain, rising; over all ; 
If these can singly for our hearts contend, . 
And make us sigh, ^' were^such a man our friend!" 
If these conMn'dczn veneration claim, 
— Look on Burdett and hail the patriot flame ! 
That glorious flame, so ardent and so pure. 
Which spite of barking envy shall endure. 
When all her vip'rous children are forgot. 
And, with themselves, their very names shall 

rot. 
That flame from whicli the sons of darkriess run. 
As owls, made dizzy by the mid-day sun : 
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Thai flame^ whose brightness and whose warmth 

confest^ 
He that shall feel^ will cherish in his breast. 
And ardent grown his Country's rights to save. 
Rise up a Briton who sat down a slave ! 
That flame, which burning for some public 

end. 
Shews what our Fathers left us to defend. 
O'er the last wreck of freedom sheds its ray. 
And shews the knaves who filch the gem away ! 
Nay, let the slavish tools of pow'r declare. 
Or on their souls (already forfeit,) swear. 
That all their shallow masters say, is reason. 
And all who differ, stand convict of treason ; 
That Rights and Liberties are dangerous things. 
And ev'ry honest man's a foe to kings; 
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That Burdett'iK he^rt k tt'ait'roim, and att those 
Who thiok like Burdett> must be England V foes > 
What man so senseless wiH thk point contest? 
—Let those who differ, prore they love her best. 
Let them assert^ (since merit stands disgrac'd> 
And grinning folly in her seat is plac'd ;) 
It is not tight, that viriue should excel. 
And Princdj^ Patronage may do as ivell; 
That fdav'ry's self, imbib'd bj^ bit and bit. 
At length may proVe a most delicious svreet> 
That such brave schemes with sure success are 

. try'd. 
Since Constitution grew heartsick and dy'd* 
— 'Tis false — rank false! — ye base insidious 

crew, 
•—Ye hireling scribblers of ungodly hue, 
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Tho' scores for prostituted bread may cry, 
Tho' By-r— ne himself, may perish for a lie, 
Froq^ whose pert quill our daily insults fall, 
jSenseless and fo^l as B— 4-^n^s vreekly scrawl; 
Thgt }iterary quack so debonnaire, 
3orn of the Lord knows whom, — the Lord know9 

where ; 
(Sav^ that his Patriot has proclaim'd him 

sprung 
From some proud Phoemx ashes, — or its dung ! 
Perchance some mongrel union gave him life. 
Some printer's devil on some newsman's wife ! ) 
Ready h^ stands, fair virtue to attack. 
Of all his crew the veriest hackney 'd hack; 
3y his foul pen our heroesf fame must smart, 
—Nay such the baseness of his. vip'rous heart ; 
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—Before he'd spare the truly just and good. 
He'd spit his venom on a Savior's blood ! 
The day shall come> when candour shall prevail. 
And all such filth, and all their lies shall fail, 

Tho* C g's self with flow'ry prose may 

stand, ^ 

Pointing fresh insults for a gVoaning land. 
Truth shall repel the poison'd shaft again, ' 
And blot the malice, trembling in his pen f 

And let not PowV, unaw^d by conscious fear^ 
Speak of the People with a graceless sneer ; 
Twas first frojn them the mighty blessing came^ . 
Then let the People boast a mighty name; 
Yes, they shall boast, their names exalted stand, 
A proud example to the sinking land ; 
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Those freeborn names^ that^ in the trying hour, 
iDar'd f^tem the tide of ministerial pow'r; 
That dar'd the force of bribery defy^ 
Stand firm^ and give her sickly form the lieu 
\Vhen with her friends she made a courtly .«tir. 
And set out canvassing for Wesminster : 
iThose trusty fdi^ndsf, who have her creed by rotej 
JPlace^ FtnslQfh Infiumce — ^names of sounding liote. 
fieneath h^r arm a huge.red book was plac-d> 
■' — ^The TreasVy keys hung jinglii^ at her wai^> 
Grave /n^z«ew(?e stood attentive to their chime> 
fo whiflh^he uiittble feet qi Place kept time j 
Whilst Pension^ big with emptiness and prlde> 
Like a Scotch judge> stood booing by her side ! 
Thrice happy family^ of boundless sway. 
Yet most unhappy on that signal .day> 
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When from, the hustings in disgrace ye came. 
Struck with confusion at a Burdett's tiame; 
Burning with rage, ye saw your foes prevail. 
And ran to Bruton-street to tell the tale ! 
Oh ! how it warms my bosom to reflect 
On all the honors, all the high respect. 
His grateful Country ki devotion paid. 
When fir'd by love, his triumph she displayed. 
And ev'ry breast with freedom beating strong, 
Hail'd her firm champion 'midst th' admiring 

throng! 
How joy'd my musTe, and what she felt sihe 

sings. 
When by a set of mercenary things 
First thro' the court the hated news was told. 
Of freedom's victory o'er corruption's gold ; 
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WJien malice^ urg*d by envy and by spleen, 
Whisper'd the tidings to our godlike Q-*— - 
What chagrioj then, thro* ev'ry face was spread. 
How Brib'ry, sneaking, strove to hide his head !, 
The modest C h was struck with fright. 

Nor for his soul could C— — g sleep that night; 

Ev'n honest M-r le, trembling for his trade. 

Turning tow'rds Tweed,lift up hiseyne and pray'd! 
Would it not turn indignant manhood pale. 
To see such knavery in his days prevail ? 
The blood recoiling from his veins depart. 
And seek the close recesses of his heart. 
To see such deeds by titl'd villains done ? 
And worse,— ev'n practis'd by a , ' s son ! 
Oh! death to think, that, lost to common sense^ 
Without one single virtuous pretence, 
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The prdudeist nam«s should bftisii not to be 

told, 
Th^y herd tvith robbers of the piibli<5 gold !• 
And canst thow hope, a wretch so base as the^. 
Should 'scape the brand of ptrbitc fnfi^my ? 
Thy CoHntfy'i plunderer, one thart little keeife 
How long she stiffers, send how nmeh she bleedn ^ 
Tho* thy big brother shal^e the fateliil dice. 
And stand the Tery finger-post of tice. 
That virtuous men, $6 well hia coifduct's known. 
Must spurn ftfe character, or hhkt their own j 
The Prince of ProdigJ^fe, he oWtts the namej, 
Is what he seemfi, and glofries in thfe shame ? 
Whikt thou, a traftor tp thy Comitry^ trust, 
Would'st hs^ve tbat Countty de^m thee good sn^ 

just! 
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Think'st tboUi the Muise'^ daring search t^^hsur, 

Aw'd into silence by a paltily star? 

( That star^ which^ bright as Hesper adunild appear^ 

Yet only gjiimnm^ 'm its nwrky sphefc > 

let hfrmk, Q'ercouM liy shame to rest^ . 

Or pluck the sullied bauble from thy bveast. 

Yesj wei^e shc/sure to perish in the cause^^ 

She'd brand the villain (hat escapes the law% 

J^Qud to the wwld hm mfennies proehiBfij 

Tear offya maskj and triuittph in his sbsune ! 

Ne'er be il ssiid by bards in after days^ 

When pcmccn sporn'd the road to gloridu&praiaej^ 

Tbeir hfaurte insensible^ bedtpC in crimes^ 

A fonl ea^iqile to the wotat of timeGbi 

I 

Tbat^ 'mklrt the dimness of a lajsgard age^. 
When state iducan'ry> Icagii^il; with party ringeji 
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When titled jugglers robb'd in open day. 

And those who bad least conscience got most 

pay; 
Ne*er be it said, in such degenerate times. 
Shame to the Muse ! when Britain groan'd mth 

crimes^ 
No Poet liv'd to tell Ws Country's wrong. 
And weave her vengeance in an angry song ! 
'Tis time when men, with daring fronts, aspite 
T' enslave a land^ to rouse the Muse's ire; 
When British Rights and Liberties are sold, 
(A deed that heav*n turns wrathful to behold,) 
The Senate throng'd with men corrupt and weak, 
'Tis time that every honest man should speak; 
Time the bold Satyrist grasp'd the chast'ningrod, 
Fiird with the glowiiig spirit of a God ! 



39 



TH£ I.ASH> A SATIRE. 



But what can verse with our flagitious crimes? 
Who ever knew a poet mend the times? 
Shall giant pow'r to moral truths give ear^ 
Unbend his brow^ and break his beamy spear ? 
Pursue the right path^ and forsake the wrong, 
Sooth'd into reason by a Minstrel's song ? 
What ! — shall aPrince^ reproach to common sense^ 
Who pledges Prmcdy Honor in defence^ 
(Forgive me. Prudence, if in reason's spite, 
I drop my pen awhile to laugh outright,) 
A Prince that finds it difficult to shine 
In any sphere — above th' Illustrious Line; 
Whom nature, laying wit and genius by. 
Made in a wanton fit, — she knew not why,. 
But finding no great use for such a thing. 
Threw it ^side— -scarce fit to make a king ! 
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learn of a Satyrist to br good i^nd wise ^ 

Shall M^tmiSon's scHiB take conscienoe for ^ rtik> 

Taught by a Bard> wkofli pioiemen hold a F&ol? 

Sh^me to the man 4kat meaHly catv tefus^ 
The noblest triumph of th* indignant Muse ! 
She> lea^'d With conscience^ tndfr the guilty 

start, 
And speeds a passage to the dullest h^art; 
Her weakest shaft may gall the blackest knave> • 
Till virtue heal the wound that satire govjt t I 
Her sacred truths can every thought control^ 

And strike with terror e'en a M 's soul; 

On titled culprits can just £ensui^ wreak> 
—She thinks with freedoro^and will&eely sp^aL 
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No tyraat vigor can her bosom aw^, 
Not "vS^jfA^^^n ^ vigor, tho' b^and tJu Lm> ; 
In deeds like these the Poets worth's dii9la7'd> 
The gloriom privilege of his ragged trade; 
This stampa a value on the nervbus line, ^ ^.^ 
i^reedom's^ proud boast^^-^Oht be heir triunipha 

mine ! 
Where art thoii. Goddess ? to What land i^ fled? 
Where, lov'd of Heaven, hid*st thy radiant head ? 
To sultry dimea ddst thou an exilil gOj 
To gukl^ the arrow from the Indian's bow > 
Canst thoili with him in green Savannahs dwells 
And le^ve thy Children, onee b^Iov'd so well? 

Thedays have been>with bright benigiiantsmile^ 
Thy forfti, delighted^ harboured in our M9 
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On Health's gay wings in buxom humour flew. 
Thy breath impregning evVy gale that blew.: . 
A verdant mfeunt thy altar, void of art^^ . 
Thy purest oif 'ring the bold Briton's heart* " 
Then, had soitie foreign foe declared his hate,. 
Or homebred Despot murmur'd at thy stat6^ 
Our Island-lion in an instant rose, : 
Shppk his brpid niane aod t«rify'd his fpe^. 
Ffeedom his: guard, arid honesty his stpre. 
Those were the Briton's happy ddys, — when poor: 
Till wealth, increasing, jpour'd her baneful tide, . 
An^ with that: baneful Wyealth, itfcresas'd hi^ J>rjde : 
Then curst refin^jpaent^ sqpurge of foreign, clitoes. 
First made him grow familiar with his crimes; 
HisCountfy iSuufc dppredsU with pride and'stalte. 
And daily* dwindled as she grfew more great. 
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^Twas then fair Freedom^ slck'ning at the sight. 
Her drooping pinions plum'd, prepared for flight: 
Pensive she fled, with sad, reluctant will. 
And still^he linger'd, — for she lovM him still! 

Farewell blest Pow'r, that, righih/ understood. 
Could make us all that's great, and all that's good. 
Farewell the spirit that disdained command, 
Andrais'd the noblest bulwark of the land: 
When the old Patriot-warrior told, with joy. 
The glorious deed to his Baronial boy. 
Bade him despise the dastard name of Slave, 
And keep the blessing spotless as he gave: 
Till the stern Strijpling, flr'd with Freedom*s 

charms, 
Bursting impatient from his Parent's arms^ 
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Sought the big Faulchion on the trophy'd Wail^ 
And panting sei^'d^ and dtagg'd it throf" tliQ 

Halli 
Knelt> like^a Martyr^ at ^is father^; knee. 
And, lisping^ swore to die, or keep it free ! 

How altered now, ibt tide of honor rune^^ 
Our Nobles' children, base as lowborn sonsii 
Gray'd on their arms the deeds of Heroes beai^> 
Too me^n to win^— but mean enougb to wear I 

How chang'd the State^ that^ once ma^ firm 
and sure, 
Our wise undaunted ancestors kept pure ! 
Tamish'd its glory, and the name of Juat, 
Soil'd^ like a marble Statue^ in the dust i 
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And dudl the honor of the land be sold, 
7o fill the coffers of her knaves with gold ? i 

{lave w^> sad tlxmght ! lost att our ancient pride) 
Cast Itidependence^ Virtue^ Worthy a^ide. 
That we can view such deeds with unconcern i' 
— Is Freedom banished never to return ? 
Are we prepared to bend the supple knee. 
Bid w^come^ ^nd ah^ke hands with slavery i 
To bend the knee, and tremble at a nod. 
We that once bent to nonej, beside our God ! 
Shall a Cabals by long-past blunders known^ 
Who ))Iunder ^ti^l^ and still go blund'ring ooi 
Their hearts against an injured people steel. 
Whom common sense ne'er knew, nor ever will; 
Whose foUies in a right succession flow, 
Not Fools by chance, legUimatdg so^^ 
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Shall these on ev*ry lagging privilege tread. 

With p. 1 the pliant at their head ? 

Forbid it, heav'n ! (or should this be decreed. 
Why did our Hampdens and our Sydneys bleed ? ) 
Nor leave her to the merey of those gay 
Insipid things, that bask in Fortune's ray. 
Whose very names my indignation whets> 

Those 's, C — r-,% G— n's, and Sffl^-fet's : 

Mere stale-machines, by their court-fades known. 
With . brains of lead, and hearts of Portlani 

stone. 
Who in each act their own base ends contrive. 
Change with the times, and in each change wiH 

thrive; 
Like buzzing insects imp the courtly wing^ 
And flutter in ihe shadow of a king ! 
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Great God ! is honesty quite out of date ? 
Or are there patents for these tools of state ? 
That whilst corruption overwhelms the land. 
This filth forsooth must lend a helping hand ! 

But, thanks to heav'n, we are not yet so base, 
To hug our chains and relish the disgrace. 
Nor kiss the bitter scourge that sheds dux bloody 
Nor say /tis just, — ^and God forbid we shou'd J 
Tho* loads oppressive gall the Briton*s back. 
Till the heart pants, the very sinews crack ; 
Tho' pale his count'nance, and deject his mien. 
Still there's a high-born spirit glows within. 
The day shall come, when, struggling to be 

free. 
He snaps the manacles of Slavery ; 



m 



THB LASH, A SATIEB*'' 

That spirit shall befrkiid hisTirttibiiiGausei ; . 
^'h^ bt)U pswtiS^r of hiiiigKfe airi '; , . /. 

Then^jBodlOppre^idh in tiie Al^ shail liej^ 
Cina^dg his feiA, and ijirmfa/d wMkzfpny ; , ^ 
Fresh thro' ^our- vfijp% the mantling blood shall 

^^freedmt dtdU ii&r/kaci: tytiarij ilbS bow J **r' 
H^'ii,K^bniOt iheo a ^ijne s^peet^tor stand^^ < ^ 
JSut ^te:idtli fear t}ie'G«l% of the fand^ *: 

The diQDsiifail .eQme,-*=cMlisi?: teave tiie^ yesA toIfataiSj^' 
*— We i^illarc JSiritons[^;imdcw6 yM be :gredl^ I : . t 
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